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A LOVE LETTER 10 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 











Lord God, Father of us all, it 
is a melancholy day in this part 
of Your earth, this 9th day of 
October, Anno Domini 1958. A 
sort of gray vapor, almost a mist, 
hangs over the countryside, like 
a tremendous gossamer pall. 

It dims the glory of the autumn 
trees. It muffles the hilltops in 
a soft and sorry gray. It dulls the 
blue of the Madawaska. It veils the 
sun, and darkens the sky. It dis- 
courages the winds from blowing 
as they wish, and keeps the leaves 
from any hint of frolic. It dampens 
the spirits of all of us here in 
Your Madonna House, and of all 
the people living in and about 
Your little cross-roads town of 
Combermere. 

The pope is dead! Long live the 
pope! 

Dirge In Our Hearts 

It would be ridiculous to say, 
except in fancy, that Nature has 
put on mourning for the loss of 
His Holiness. It would be worse 
than-folly to predict that the 
heavens would soon weep cold 
rain for him. Yet, God, there is 
unquestionably a funeral feeling 
in the atmosphere. And, in spite 
of ourselves, emotion chants re- 
quiems within us. 

We should rejoice that he has 
gone, at last, to You, God, and 
to the lovely Hostess of Your 
Heaven, the Lady of the Trinity, 
the woman he so loved and hon- 
ored while he lived. Yet we feel 
the earth has lost a treasure ir- 
replacable; a man whose like it 
shall not see again. We are sad- 
dened for ourselves. 

I saw him once, a slim, majestic, 
graceful figure in white, standing 
on a little balcony high up on a 
wall of his Castelgandolfo. He was 
talking in half a dozen languages 
to the great crowd below him. 
This was also an October day. It 
was in the year 1951. I was amazed 
at the emotions he aroused in me 
with his looks, his words, his 
gestures, his happy smiles, his 
very presence. 

Welcome to Paradise 

I admired him. I esteemed him. 
I loved him. I felt most honored 
and most blessed to be among the 
people tightly pressed together. I 
felt most privileged to see him and 
to hear him. I felt he was indeed 
Christ on earth. I felt he was 
indeed the Father of all the faith- 
ful — and the unfaithful too. 
Tears poured out of my unweep- 
ing eyes. Tears of joy, of pride, of 
love, of wonder. I had seen another 
pope before him. I had had a pri- 
vate audience. But I had not felt 
any of the emotions this pope 
aroused in me. 

When You took him, You must 
have felt, but to an infinite de- 
gree, the love and the joy and the 
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excitement I felt seven years ago. 
I speak crudely, Lord, childishly, 
in a purely human way. But You 
know what I mean. You were there 
when he died. You must have wel- 
comed him to heaven. You must 
have taken him into Your heart. 
All heaven must have been there, 
with Our Lady standing close to 
You, her arms outstretched to 
him. 
A Soul Unique 

What unusual joy the saints 
and angels must have known. Or 
can there be such a thing as un- 
usual joy where You are? Perhaps 


|the joy of the saints and angels 


can never be surpassed—or raised 
or lowered. But surely the advent 
of such a very holy man must 
have had its own particular re- 
action at and around Your 
throne! I do not think even You, 
Lord God, have seen many souls 
like his. 

We share your joy in him, 
God, in our limited human way, 
even though our hearts feel like 
those flowers in the garden which 
at last have felt the frost. (Their 
bright heads are turning black. 
They droop. The blighted stems 
are prostrated to the earth.) 

We kiss his zuccheto, the soft 
white skull cap, which he gave to 
Catherine, (we keep it in the 
chapel as a relic). We fondle and 
treasure the Rosaries, the medals, 
and the holy pictures he blessed 
for us. Through these material 
things we shall keep him with us 
while we live. And when we die, 
we hope God, that we shall see 
him again — and that he will be 
as glad to see us as I was just to 
stand in a crowd and look up at 
him. 

More Power In Him 

Perhaps, in heaven, he will do 
even more for the Church of 
Silence than he was able to do on 
earth. Perhaps too he will be able 
to do much more for the Negroes 
and the Indians and all the other 
peoples suffering from the bigotry 
and ignorance and the hatred of 
powerful groups of men. 

Maybe, Lord, he can do some- 
thing about Little Rock, Arkan- 
sas, and all the business of segre- 
gation. It would be unlike him to 
quit working, just because he is 
dead. 

The bigotry, Lord, is not con- 
fined to the “Sunny South”; nor 
to any particular part of North 
America. It is world wide; and it 
is growing in area and in bitter- 

In my recent trip, in August 
and September, I found two spots 
ness. 
in the South where Your love had 
overcome all prejudice and hatred. 
In the 300 acres of Our Lady of 
the Hills, recently established by 
Bishop Vincent S. Waters of Ral- 
eigh, N.C., I found white and 
Negro people meeting as equals 
and dear friends. I met two won- 
derful Negro priests there. And I 
shall not soon forget the story 
of one of these. 

A Negro Priest 

He was talking about his moth- 
er, and how fiercely she had 
fought against his becoming a 
Catholic. It was indeed, she had 
said, a sorry and a tragic thing 
to be a Negro in the state of 
North Carolina; but it was sheer 
madness to become, by one’s own 
perverse choice, also a Roman 
Catholic! He had taken instruct- 
ions in spite of her; and in due 
time he had determined to become 
a Catholic priest. Then, he said, 
all hell began to pl and batter 
him — demons led by his adoring 
mother. 

He triumphed, in spite of every- 
thing. 

“And who,” he asked his audi- 
“was the first person to 
kneel at my et and ask for my 
blessing? o but my own 
mother, who had so terribly 
cursed me, so wickedly fought 
me, so earnestly tried to prevent 
me from inflicting this awful dis- 
grace upon the family? Who but 
my own mother — with tears of 
joy and pride running down her 
cheeks, and love and happiness 
beaming in her wet eyes?’ 

There was integration there, 
Lord, during one “Orientation” 
week in August. And there was in- 
tegration in Your blessed and 
beautiful Bay St. Louis, Missis- 
sippi, where white and Negro 
young men study to become 
priests, S.V.D. missionaries, Divine 


Word Fathers. - 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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A White Flame Dies 


By Catherine Doherty 








The clear precise voice of the| 

radio announcer stated the news 
of the Pope’s death, paused... 
then began to speak again... But 
I did not hear any of his words. 
I was in Rome. In the hot sun of 
a Roman October day. Yes... it 
was October then too... 
I was standing in a vividly red| 
room. Red silk or satin covered | 
the walls. Red heavy curtains| 
framed the high windows, through | 
which the vivid Italian sun fell in | 
geometrical patterns on a dull red | 
carpet, making its colors — and 
those of the whole room—sing 
their sanguine song, as only such 
colors can. 

Suddenly a door opened, and 
a white flame entered. The golden 
rays of the sun gilded the white 
flame and the red colors stained 
it. Red for Martyrdom. White for 
sanctity. Gold for Majesty. This 
was His Holiness, come to honor 











me with a private audience! 


All-Saint's Day 

































Cut by Keith Holden 
“Persevere”’, He said 
THE POPE IS DEAD. The radio 


repeated these words like the 
chant of a requiem. Can a white 
flame die, I asked myself. He was 
so vividly alive! He burned with 
an intense inner fire. Does fire 
die? Ah yes—fire dies and one 
grows cold. 

I felt, and all the years since I 
have felt, the warmth of His hand 
upon my head. He held it there a 
long time, or so it seemed to me, 
as he blessed me after the audi- 
ence. I saw, oh so clearly, his face 
bend low. I saw his dark impen- 
etrating eyes look at me with 
such love and understanding, 
such paternal solicitude, that 
again for a second—I seemed to 
see the Face of God. 

I heard his voice saying, “You 
have suffered much ... but per- 
severe ... no matter what the 
cost. . . for on dedicated grou 
like yours depends today, the fate 
of the Church, and of our person.” 

Fire of words . . fire of his hand 
still resting on my head. . . White 
fire enveloped me. .. blessed me . 
gave me strength and courage. . 
made the long years of pain and 


struggle short... transformed 
—_ into joy. . . and revealed in 
ihe light of this white fire and 


heat, the secret of the Cross. 

Time standing still. Eternity 
opening its doors . . . All questions 
answered . . Peace found. Love 
Caritas .. rekindled .. A warm 
hand communicating its warmth 
... its fire... to a kneeling wo- 
man. 

There is No Death 

Joy surged through my soul. 
Joy at the thought of his joy 
NOW. White fire meeting God’s 
fire. The soul of a Pontifff meet- 
ing his God. The Vicar of Christ 
meeting Christ. The Pope of Our 
Lady meeting Mary. The Pope of 
Peace meeting the Prince of Peace. 
The saint meeting Father, Son, 
and Holy Ghost! | 

Joy sang in my heart ...I 
knew such gratitude that I had 
to run immediately to our chapel 





(Continued on Page Four) 





CHILKOOT 


1898—1958 


By Father B. Bobillier, OMI 











1958 marked the 60th anniversary 
of the famous gold rush to the 
Klondike. At Whitehorse and Daw- 
son, many celebrations recalled 
this historical event. 

The crossing of the Pacific Coast 
Range, at that time, became one 
of the most remarkable and epic 
exploit of man’s history for the 
search of gold. A hundred thous- 
and men left their homes to go to 
the Klondike. They did not follow 
the same route. They were spread 
from the Behring Sea to the Mac- 
Kenzie, and in every pass of the 
Pacific Coast. But for many people 
the entire story is evoked by a 
single scene. It shows a solid line 
of men hanging across the white 
face of a mountain, 

Among those men were a priest 
and a brother, Father Gendreau, 
OMI, and Brother Dumas, OMI. 
Father Gendreau would be the 
first superior of the Oblates in the 
Yukon. Brother Dumas was going 
to build the first catholic church in 
that Territory. 


Whitehorse, Yukon—No oblate 


has ever since crossed the Chilkoot 


Pass. In order to relive those pages 


of the past and to see what was 


left of the famous stampede over 
the Chilkoot, Father Leo Boyd, 
OMI, and myself undertook that 
trip from the 25th to the 28th of 
August. 

We went from the Yukon to the 
Coast city of Skagway by the fa- 


mous White Pass Railroad, which 


crosses the Range by a lower Pass. 
“rom Skagway we went by car 
to, DYEA, at the mouth of the 


ITAIYA river whose valley we were 


going to follow. Heavily loaded 
with packs containing our camp- 


ing equipment and food, we start- 


ed at 5.00 p.m. We had been ad- 
vised to follow the right side of 
the river all the way up. But for 
the first two miles, we could not 
follow the bank of the river which 


the side of the mountain where 
we found a trail made recently. 

Easy Does It 

The going that evening was 
relatively easy. For three miles 
we had a good road leading to an 
old sawmill and to timberyards. 
It is on that road that we met our 
first bear. It crossed the road in 
the front of us. Bears were already 
plentiful, for they were eating 
salmons rotting along a creek. 

At the end of that road, we were 
in thick bushes where devil’s clubs 
and other heavy vegetation made 
walking hard and hazardous. But 
we soon found the first remnants 
of the old trail which was either 
blazed on the trees or marked by 
some relics, as an old tin stove, a 
piece of iron, or an old wooden 
plank. 

At dusk, we were about six 
miles from the mouth of the river, 
at the bottom of the valley, with 
glaciers hanging down every ra- 
vine, their blue ice contrasting 
with the green of the slopes be- 


PS| law. We camped that night on a 


sand bar, right by the river. 

The next morning, we were up 
at 5.00, and at 6.00 we were on the 
trail again, a trail which we lost 


-{often in the crossing of many gla- 


ciers streams, in some lowlands 
where the ground was submerged. 
By 9.00, we had reached Canyon 

ty, which is not a city anymore, 
for it is overgrown with vegetat- 
ion and there is no sign of it left. 
From there, we found a god trail. 
In 98, it was a wagon road, going 
up the side of the mountain whose 
bottom was a roaring canyon. 

Bear Left, Bear Right 

YThe remnants of an old tele- 

hone line, poles and wire, could 
be seen all along that trail. The 
trail generally marked on each 
side by tree trunks covered with 
moss took us a_ thousand feet 
above the canyon and back again 
to the river bank, where at noon, 
we had lunch, on another sand 
bar. While we were eating, another 
bear, whose tracks were every- 


where, popped up on the other 
side of the streams but promptly 
beat a retreat among the heavy 


timber. 
(Continued on Page Four) 


Lay Woman Discusses 
Role of The Priest 
In Lay Apostolates 


By Catherine de Hueck Doherty 


The Lay Apostolate, especially in its more stable and totally 
dedicated aspects, is growing apace, as is the general realization 
of Catholics that in one manner or another—ALL ARE APOSTLES 
OF CHRIST, AND THAT IT IS THE VOCATION OF ALL TO WIT- 
NESS TO HIM IN THE MARKET PLACES OF THE WORLD. _ 

With growth—comes maturity, understanding, and clarificat- 
ion. For time is a greater teacher. It brings wisdom, learned in the 
day by day experience of living. It also etches clearly, against that 
very life, the ever-growing needs of the Apostles and the Apostolate. 
In my experience of 29 years,;members of Secular Institutes, 
both in the “Free Apostolate of|spend much time with lay people, 
Catholic Action” and the totally {considering them also as part of 
dedicated (under the three vows|their “school of sanctity” while 
of perfection) Apostolate of a Sec- | leading them to the Green Hills of 
ular Institute, three ‘“NEEDS’’|the Lord. 


stand out clearly. 

Three Tops 
The need for clear thinking on 
and in the matter of TRAINING, 
once the shape and the goals of a 
given apostolate are clarified by 
life—and the preliminary exper- 
ience of living it. 
The ever growing need for wise, 
holy, SPIRITUAL DIRECTION. 
And the crystal-like clarificat- 
ion of the ROLE OF THE PRIEST 
IN THE APOSTOLATE. 
These three points seem to me 
to be “TOP PRIORITY”. 


ege to participate in many priest- 
ly discussions on these import- 
ant matters. In the clarification 
of principles of Catholic Action 
and the Lay Apostolate, and in 
the role of the priest in both, I 
have seen many “schools of 
thought” come and go. Recently 
I have been -asked by several 





is very steep. So we climbed on| 





ideas on the subject. I hesitated. 
As I once hesitated to write — 
“Dear Seminarian”. This was a 
series of letters to the seminarians, 
which has since been published. 
It enjoyed some favorable com- 
ments, and had a_ vogue for 
awhile. 
Answer Is Easy 


So setting aside the natural 
fear of a Catholic laywoman dis- 
cussing the priesthood, and speak- 
ing only from ‘“outside-in”’, and 
out of such knowledge as has been 
granted to me through my lay ap- 
ostolic life, I would say it all ap- 
pears “quite simple and uncom- 
dained to give. Offering Mass. Dis- 
pensing sacraments. Teaching as 
preachers, by sermons, days of 
recollection, retreats. 

I see them as spiritual directors 
—and hence engaged in the spir- 
itual formation of lay apostles, ac- 
cording first to the mind of God 
and His Church, and then accord- 
ing to the specific needs of this 
new-old vocation. Here, I grant, 
special priestly training may be 
needed. Perhaps some day this 
will form part of all Seminary 
Training. Both for Secular and 
Order priests. I hope so. 

Text Books Needed 

Next I see priests as teachers in 
such sacred sciences as the Lay 
Apostolate must give its members, 
the front-liners, the commandos 
of the Church in our day and age. 
Especially they will have to teach 
members of Secular Institutes. 
These men and women are bound 
by a juridical state of perfection. 
At the same time, they are com- 
missioned to exercise their minis- 
try in the Market Place without 
plicated.” 

First I see the priests connected 
with the lay apostles giving their 
PRIESTHOOD. The very essence 
of it. That which they were or- 
any outward signs or ways of dis- 
tinguishing them from those they 
are engaged to serve and leaven 
Such dedicated apostles have need 
of the best teaching available. 
And the best training IS PRIEST- 
LY TEACHING. 

The time is not far away when 
priests will write books. ESPEC- 
IALLY FOR SUCH PEOPLE AND 
GROUPS. SUCH SPECIALIZED 
TEXT BOOKS ARE GREATLY 
NEEDED. 
To The Heights 

I see priests also showing the 
lay apostles the Face of Christ in 
their day-to-day living with the 
laity. For priests connected with 
the Lay Apostolates, either as of- 


ficially appointed chaplains, or as 


It has been my joy and privil- | 


| I see priests as eternal guides 
ito those Green Hills, where He 
|awaits us all. And I see them not 
jonly as spiritual guides of the 
lindividual members of the Ap- 
lostolates, but also as COLLECT- 
|IVE DIRECTORS OF THE SPIR- 
IT OF THE APOSTOLATE, espec- 
ially if they form an integral part 
of it. 

Such spirit can be given in every 
possible and imaginable way, es- 
pecially by priests living IN the 
apostolate and being part OF it. 





| They can implement the words of 


Bishop Wright of Worcester, Mas- 
sachusetts, spoken in an address 
to a Regional Conference of Sec- 
ular Institutes in Boston a few 
years ago, in which he urged all 
members of such apostolates—” 
... to go and re-baptize the world 
in Christ .. . from typewriters to 
trucks, from factory machines to 
scientific instruments from 
|wine to medicines. . . in fact all 





priests to write down some of MY | «creatures of God’. 


Re-Baptize All 

By this he meant, of course, the 
restoration of the whole world to 
Christ, and especially the men and 
women who make the wheels of 
that world go around—be it the 
telegraph boy on his bicycle, the 
typist at her typewriter, the wine- 
maker, the pharmacist, the work- 
er, or the scientist. 

Who better than priests, there- 
fore, (especially those belonging 
to the apostolate, I repeat) can 
show us how to re-baptize this 
world, by the way they deal with 
it and handle it and all in it? 
This, after all, is,s THE GOAL OF 
THE LAY APOSTOLATE ... TO 
REBAPTIZE, TO RESTORE THE 
WORLD TO CHRIST. 

I see priests as a bridge between 
the Lay Apostolate and the hier- 
archy, clerics, and religious. The 
Lay Apostolate will need, for many 
years yet to come, such a bridge. 

Heights of Calvary 

I see priests exemplifying, in 
the market places of the world, 
Christ’s life on earth, for all to 
see. His humble birth in Bethle- 
hem. His hidden life in Nazar- 
eth. His public life in Palestine. 
They wil help all to know His 
Passion well... and will, in their 
own fashion, bring them to Gol- 
gotha and crucifixion. : 

Such a life will make them 
teachers and interpreters of the 
Lay Apostolate of which they are 








a part—teachers and interpreters 
for the whole Church. For they 
will become specialists, rare, full 
of wisdom and knowledge along 
the many lines of Lay Apostolic 
life, its spiritual formation, and 
its techniques and works, which 
in time will promote the good of 
the whole Church and the glory 
of God. 

I see priests, just by being 
chaplains to the apostolates, af- 
fecting whole communities in a 
manner reserved by God for them 
alone. Infinite are the vistas of 
the meeting of the priests of God 
with the men of the street... A 
face to face meeting not in un- 
familiar surroundings but in the 
habitat of the ordinary man. 

I see priests as men who adapt 
the riches of the Church’s spirit- 
ually to an ever changing world 
situation. They channelize that 
eternal spirituality. . . those et- 
ernal unchangeable verities .. . 
through themselves. They find 
new words . . new ways to express 
the eternally old, the eternally 
young, teachings of God . . . They 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


In a world fast losing all its real values, and 
living in a mist of half truths, if not in a full dense 
fog of lies, it is vitally important for Catholics to 
re-examine often their minds, souls, and hearts. 


For fogs and mists are no respecters of persons. 
Especially when, as a majority, Catholics have to live 
in mist, and walk beffogged streets. Many are the 
luminous truths that have to be brought forth, and 
looked over and over again. Amongt hem is the fullness 
of truth about the priesthood, which, alas, is taken 
by them almost for granted. So that Catholic youth 
is slowly losing the vision and truth OF WHAT A 
PRIEST REALLY IS. 


A priest is a miracle of God’s love to us; a man 
who, through the Sacrament of Ordination, becomes 
another Christ with powers that beggar human im- 
agination; a man who brings to us God daily, who 
will lead us eventually to the Beatific Vision, the 
ultimate and only goal of life. 


Nothing can be greater in this world of ours 
than a priest. Nothing but God Himself. 


A priest is a lover of God. 
A priest is a lover of men. 


A priest is a holy man because he walks before 
the Face of the All Holy. 


A priest understands all things. 
A priest forgives all things. 
A priest encompasses all things. 


The heart of a priest, like Christ’s, is pierced 
with the lance of flove. 


The heart of a priest is open, like Christ’s, for 
the whole world to walk through. 


The heart of a priest is a vessel of compassion. 
The heart of a priest is a chalice of love. 


The heart of a priest is the trysting place of 
human and divine love. 


A priest is a man whose goal is to be another 
Christ. 


A priest is a man who lives to serve. 


A priest is a man who has crucified himself, 
so that he too may be lifted up and draw all things 
to Christ. 


A priest is a man in love with God. 


A priest is the gift of God to man, and of man 
to God. 


A priest is a symbol of the Word made flesh. 
A priest is the naked sword of God’s justice. 
A priest is the hand of God’s mercy. 

A priest is the reflection of God’s love. 


He teaches God to us. . . He brings God to us 
... He represents God to us. 








Eddies of 1958 


By Eddie Doherty 











Did you know that a man could 
get almost hopelessly lost wand- 
ering around in a shrimp cock- 
tail bowl? Well he can! I made the 
discovery yesterday at Mike Frit- 
zel’s, one of the best restaurants 
in Chicago. 

There were four of us at the 
table; Dr. Lois Higgins, Congress- 
man Roland V. Libonati, my 
brother Jim, and I. I was the only 
one who got lost. Maybe that’s 
because nobody else had ordered 
shrimps. 
God’s Own Shrimps 

Those shrimps were naked, 
pink, beautiful, lying seductively 
on a bed of ice shavings, with 
nothing to cover their loveliness 
except a little cocktail sauce and 
a squirt or two of lemon. And I 
got to thinking of a huge platter 
of shrimps I had met at the 
Shrimp House in Biloxi, Miss., a 
week or so ago. Those shrimps 
had approached the table in the 
natural cellophane wrappers God 
put on them. One had to peel 
them free of their clothes to get 
at them. 

I remembered the melancholy 
gulls flying and mewing over the 
dark waters. I remembered the 
little motor boat towing a string 
of small yachts out of the danger 
of the approaching hurricane. 
Hurricane Edna, was it? Or Hur- 
ricane Francoise? The yachts had 
taken off their sails. The mast on 
each stood up straight, cold, nak- 
ed. One could not help thinking of 
a duck convoying a long line of 
swans. I remembered the feel of 
the air, the expectancy of the 
people around me. Some wise guy 
onaTVwas_ talking about the 
weather and the possibility that 
the hurricane might go west, to- 
ward Corpus Christi. I remem- 
bered the wonderful taste of the 
shrimps. 

Why Does Not Matter 


I remembered thinking of the 
wisdom and thoughtfulness and 
infinite love of God, Who pack- 
aged the shrimps this way. Why 
He protected them with His Own 
brand of cellophane wasn’t im- 
portant. Maybe He did it to keep 
them fresh in salt water. Maybe 
it was to keep them from geting 
too damp in the sea. I didn’t 
know. I didn’t care. What did 
appeal to me was the evidencé of 
His care for all His creatures. He 
gives the elephant and the rhinoc- 
erous a sort of armor plate. He 
gives the birds a coat of feathers, 
some of them in the most won- 
derful colors. He gives the fish 
the scales they need. He gives the 
lobster and the turtle and the oy- 
ster a tough shell. He gives you 
and me a wonderful skin. (Yours 
is so very lovely, darling: let me 
hold your hand and I’ll show you 
what I mean.) 

Something Lois was saying 
made me realize that I had lost 
my way among the shrimps. I 
came immediately back to Mike 
Fritzel’s in Chicago. Lois is little, 
or you might say petite. Her hair 
is snow blonde, and it sparkles 
like frost. A stranger looks at her 
and wonders what movie he saw 
her in. He learns with astonish- 
ment—and disbelief, sometimes— 
that she is the mother of two 
grown children. Then he learns 
that she is a policewoman! 


The Tops of the Cops 

Lois is world famous. She is the 
president of the Inter-national As- 
sociation of Women Police, co- 
author of “Criminology and Crime 
Prevention”, and the director of 
Chicago’s Crime Prevention Bur- 
eau. She has many letters after 
her name. You may call her “Doc- 
tor”, if you wish. After you hear 
her lecture, you may insist on 
calling her “Doctor.” 

The stranger recovers gradu- 
ally. But he is apt to wonder if 
the hand that rocks the cradle 
can shoot a .38. It can. It can also 
flip a burly attacker over a pret- 





ty shoulder so that he comes down 
hard, with or without his senses 
and his teeth. 

But it isn’t the shooting. hand 
or the Judo wrist that makes Dr. 
Lois Higgins such a power for 
good. It is her heart, her under- 
standing, her pity, her love for 
God and neighbor. Lois, a daily 
communicant, is completely ded- 
icated to the work of saving young 
men and women from the pitfalls 
of this modern world. 

When I came wandering back 
to the present, with a trifle of 
cocktail sauce dripping gooily off 
my light blue tie, Lois was talking 
about “kids”. 

Learn from Lois 

I wandered away once more, to 
Madonna House in Combermere. 
And I brought all our young 

ple back to Mike Fritzel’s so 
hey might listen to this woman 
talk. These boys and girls are 
going to care for des youth 
sometime, drug addicts, girls. in 














trouble, young fugitives from the 


law. They can learn a lot from a 
policewoman like Lois. 
And a policewoman can learn a 
lot from them! 
Why not invite Catholic police- 
women to visit Madonna House? 
Why not hold some sort. of retreat 
for them there—inasmuch as we 
have four wonderful priests to 
minister to them? Why not estab- 
lish some sort of tie between our 
apostolate of ‘restoring all things 
to Christ” and the apostolate of 
these wonderful women in saving 
youth from entering criminal car- 
eers? 
I thought of a girl who had 
spent some months with us. A very 
beautiful young woman. A very 
intelligent young woman. A very 
good young woman. She was des- 
Olate when she left Madonna 
House. But she was convinced 
that,-much as she loved the place 
and the people there and the lives 
they lived, it was not for her. She 
is a probation officer now, some- 
where out west, and has, with the 
help of another woman, estab- 
lished a home for delinquent girls. 
Policewomen Apostles 

Surely more such homes might 
come out of some alliance between 
Madonna House and the policewo- 
men of Canada and the U.S.A. 

“It isn’t the gun”, Lois was say- 
ing, “nor is it the Judo that 
makes a policewoman worth while. 
It’s her femininity, her capacity 
to love.” 

My brother Jim, the old Chic- 
ago Tribune reporter who con- 
ceived the idea of the Crime Pre- 
vention Bureau, and who organ- 
ized it and made it work, smiled 
mysteriously. He was evidently 
proud of Dr. Higgins whom he 
discovered and put in charge of 
the bureau). Congressman Lib- 
onati smiled also, wistfully. 

I had never met the congress- 
man before; but I knew much 
about him. For many years he had 
been in the Illinois legislature. He 
was “a west side boy” who had 
made good. 

“Libby has a boys’ camp in 
Wisconsin’’, Lois said to me. “You 
would be proud of him. It’s the 
American Boys’ Camp. The kids 
who go there are tough kids. 


But—” 
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on a barren hill 


Murderous Angel 

“IT was a tough kid, too”, Lib- 
onati said. “They never would 
let me go to a camp because I al- 
ways had too many demerits. So 
I swore that when I was big and 
rich I would start a camp where 
boys with demerits would be wel- 
come. You’d be surprised to see 
how many of those unfortunate 
kids turn out to be fine men! It 
took me a long time to start the 
camp. I was a struggling lawyer. 
I never had any money. One day, 
when I had only two dollars left, 
a man came into my office. ‘I have 
just killed a man’, he said. I 
jumped up and made him wel- 
come. ‘Sir’, I said, ‘You are an 
angel, right out of heaven.’ 
Through him, and others like him, 
I was able to start some building. 
Today we have about one thous- 
and boys going to camp for two 
weeks at least.” 

“Libby has a chapel there,” Lois 
Said. “He has all the pews and 
statues and altars and picture of 
Old St. Peter’s.” 

“Hey”, I said, “five years ago 
I happened to be in Chicago. I 
heard St. Peter’s was coming into 
the Loop and the Franciscans 
wanted to get rid of all their old 
church furnishings. We. were then 
starting to build a chapel at Ma- 
donna House, and I ed one of 
the priests if we could have the 
old stuff—or some of it. He didn’t 
say yes, he didn’t say no. So you 
got all the loot, Congressman!” 

Our Lady at Work 

“I got it”, the Congressman 
said. “Would you like an altar? 
I'll send you one! The left altar. 
It was Our Lady’s altar! I’ll also 
send you a Confessional.” 

“It is Our Lady’s day”, I ex- 
claimed, “the feast of her seven 
sorrows!” 

a ee oo poms e Jim put 
> Bee Lady of th 
Pies f i 
_You know something? I never 
did finish that shrimp salad. I or- 





dered a nice big piece of non-fat- 
tening apple pie. ; 





COMBERMERE DIARY 


There is only one fact that over- 
shadows all things of the month, 
and that is the death of our 
dearly beloved Holy Father, Pope 
Pius XII. We feel in a way, that 
we owe our vocation to him, for 
in 1947, he signed the Apostolic 
Constitution, ‘*Provida Mater Ec- 
clesia”, that allowed the erection 
of Secular Institutes, and de- 
creed that members of these 
groups could by profession of 
oath, consecration, or vow of the 
evangelical counsels, be truly in 
the svate of perfection. 

We enjoyed a brief but pleasant 
visit from Abbot William, OSB. 

Someone said we were going 
“long-hair” (and he wasn’t re- 
ferring to the girls) when he 
heard that we now had lectures 
on Music Appreciation, Opera, 
Art, Ceramics, and other kindred 
subjects on Sunday nights! 

Our good neighbors, Phil and 
Ann Larkin, moved to Nova Sco- 
tia. 

Many of our group received 
their polio shots again through 
the kindness of Doctor Dremen 
of Ottawa. 

For several evenings we had 
very enjoyable talks on Russia, 
its liturgy and literature by Miss 
Helen Iswolsky. She has promised 
to return and give us additional 
lectures. ene eee 

Again our thanks go out to our 
friends in Rochester, New York, 
who sent us so much for our 
clothing room, and our Christ- 
mas projects. 

We pray that the Pope of Peace 
may petition that gift for us from 
the Prince of Peace. 


LADY PSYCHIATRIST 


By Peggy Clarke 

















cause of our joy 

what joy? 

joy of song, of earth, of sky 

joy of loving, of praying, of seeing 

joy in all things that are 

in trees new leafed in spring 

of snow sparkling high in dizzy 
whiteness 

of blue sky washed by new rain 

joy in newness 

in birth from pain and death and 
loneliness 


cause Of our joy 

what joy 

now that the earth is dark with 
sorrow and many-sided distress 

now that hearts are clouded and 
new signs show... <i: 

to give meaning to distress? 

what joy in all this conglomer- 
ation wi be : 

mixing pain with meaning of pain 

and insecurity with more insecur- 
it 

joithrig past and present 

in one long, unmeaning meaning- 
less? 


what joy? 


joy in what is 

in god who is 

joy in remembering the good and 
grasping the present 

with both steady hands 

one’s own hands held by god’s 

god’s hands are strong and not 
cut by time 

or by persecution or by distress 


joy in loneliness? 

joy in going out, 

joy in insecurity? 

joy in having what one has and 
knowing what one has 

joy in a thankless future? 

there is no fufture 


your life seems so planned, so 
angel-inspired and angel- 
ministered . 

your life seems so god-protected 

your life seems so utterly simple 

in the sun in galilee, in the sun 
in egypt, in the sun of the un- 
complicated past 

your life had a right to be joy-ful 


wherever there is sun, is shadow 

the temple was not in sun, the 
early church was not in sun 

I needed strength as much as you 

the angels came and went, the sun 
came and went, my son came 
and went 

there was joy in the early mist, 
joy ii the ‘hill sun-kissed, joy 


for what is one life different from 
another ‘ if 

what is one pain isolated? 

what is yours that was not mine 

and mine that is not theirs? 

we are one 





and I am CAUSA NOSTRAE 
LAETITIAE. : 








Tribute to Cana | 


Dear Friends: My family, the 
wife and eight children, had the 
great pleasure of staying a week 
this summer at the Cana Colony. 
For which we all want to thank 
you, each and every one of you. I 
don’t think any of us will ever 
forget it. Speaking for myself, it 
was one of the happiest weeks of 
my life. I often think back on it 
longingly. It seems far away now, 
but actually it has only been a 
few weeks. I would like to go back, 
the sooner the better. It’s like 
going into another world. I should 
imagine you folks are very happy. 
You seemed to be. It is not hard 
to see why. 

Sometimes I “y to myself, 
“Why did you like it?”. The ans- 
wer runs something like this — 
I liked: 

The Priests 

The Staff 

The Directorate 

The families 

The spirit of friendliness 

The spirit of kindness 

The spirit of helpfulness 

The spirit of understanding 

The spirit of love 

The Chapel 

The Dialogue Mass 

The young altar boys 

Family Rosary 

family Consecration to the 
IHM 





lectures of Father Konrad 

lecture of the “B” 

discussions 

emphasis on True Devotion 
to Mary 

Blessing of Travellers 

tour of Madonna House 

cook shack 

big black stove 

hot water kettles 

midnight snacks 

midnight gab fests 

cabins 

water pump 

kerosene lamps 

homemade bread 

homemade buns 

homemade pies 

woods 

hills 

lake 

solitude 

quiet 

stars 

cool nights 

warm days 

swimming 

boating 

softball games 

square darices 

No TV 

No radio 

No roaring planes 

No roaring cars 

No electricity 

No running water 

The wonderful things for the 
childern 

marshmallow roasts 

sing songs 

stories 

bonfires 

sand box 

swings 

toys 

terrific example of the 
people. 

To prevent this from sounding 
like sheer exageration, permit me 
to tell some of the things I dis- 
liked: 

The short days 
The short week 
LEAVING é 

It was too bad we missed Father 
Briere, for much had been said 
about his talks on the True De- 
votion to Mary. However, I have 
at least been moved to read The 
Secret of Mary which has been 
around the house for years with- 
out having been completely read, 
and to acquire a copy of True De- 
votion to Mary. This new Marian 
interest has also made me more 
familiar with the Legion of Mary, 
its founder Frank Duff, and some 
of his tremendous writings. 

We are also planning to visit 
the Montfort Fathers at Bay 
Shore, Long Island. We have 
made the Family the basis 
of our daily prayers. Most of the 
time we used to concentrate on 
the Psalms, Litanies and Novenas, 
except during Advent, Christmas, 
Lent, and Easter when special 
pane were more appropriate, 

ut since vacation time we have 
been saying the Rosary. 

We don’t want to eliminate the 
Psalms so we must work out some- 
thing to include them. Incident- 
ally, we end the by saying 
“Our Lady of Combermere, Pray 
for us,” “Our Lady of the Lake, 
Pray for us,” “The family that 
prays together. stays together.” 
Between each decade we say the 
prayer requested by the Blessed 
Virgin, “Oh, my Jesus, forgive us 
our sins, save us from the fire of 
Hell and lead all souls to Heaven, 
especially those who have most 
need of Thy Mercy.” All of these 
things were brought to our atten- 
tion at Combermere. So you see, 
our vacation has made a rather - 
lasting impression. — - 

Well, dear friends, thank you 
once again. We remember you in 
our prayers, please do the same 
for us. May God bless you always. 

Sincerely in Christ, —— _, 
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Was it when I was ten?... 
eleven? .. . or twelve? I can’t re- 
member. Time is beginning to 
play its tricks with me, by turning 
ever more my face toward etern- 
ity, which seems now so close! I 
think it was when I was nearing 
twelve that I made the first closed 
retreat that I remember. 

A saintly Jesuit was giving it. 
He spoke so simply of so many 
verities of God that he brought 
Him and them very close to our 
children’s souls. Then he began 
speaking of priests — and asking 
us to pray for them. I hugged his 
words to my heart. For I remem- 
bered many things while he spoke. 

This Is Christ 

I remembered being four, and 
seeing a strange man dressed in 
black sitting, of all the places, on 
Father’s sacrosant chair at the 
head of the table! ! ! This seemed 
incredible to me. Who could sit 
in MY daddy’s chair? I asked 
mother about that in a fierce 
childish whisper. 

“Hush,” she answered. “This is 
Christ sitting in Daddy’s chair.” 
Small as I was that answer held 
me enthralled. For years I bowed 
very low even when I saw priests 
in the distance. 

Later asI grew up and was 
taught to kiss priest’s hands... 
for my parents told me that they 
were both holy and consecrated. 
They were holy because they 
touched God daily at Mass and a 
bishop consecrated them at Ordin- 
ation. I understood more about 
THE PRIEST BEING AN ALTER 
CHRISTUS. 

My understanding grew when 
I once said that I did not want to 
go to Sunday School near our 
estate, because I did not like the 
priest. He was old, not too clean of 
person, and very boring I thought. 
My father gently took me on his 
lap and said, “You are not very 
big, Katia ... but listen well... 
and remember well. Never .. . 
never touch the robe of Simon, 
lest you tear that of Peter.” Then 
I realized the danger of criticizing 
the man. I might touch the Christ 
in Peter. 

Great Privilege 
The Jesuit went on talking 


about priests needing children’s 
prayers. I remembered my mother 


Bleached in places golden-red 
By the hot sun of Palestine. 


They did not know, 

Who walked with Him, 

And heard Him speak 

With acents strong and simple 

Of love and 

And things that grew 

In parables He spoke 
things 

Familiar to them all... 

Yet they did not know. 


But then one day... 

Upon a hill 

Where He took a trio, 

Preparing them for the day 

Of darkness and of fears 

When He would die upon a cross 
For love of them... 

For love of them 

And all men born of women... 


Lord, It Is Good 


One day, upon a hill, 

The bonds of flesh burst forth, 
And Light streamed out from 
i 


‘ of homely 


Him— 

The Light that blinded . . . 

Filling them with power and with 
force... 

And shooting up, 

Until it reached the bosom of the 
Father, 

Who feeling its familar touch, 

Cried out in delight, 

Welcoming 

The Son... 

Whom He had sent to earth... 

To redeem Men... 

Men whom He created... 

Who had been exiled... 

The same men 

Whom He still loved enough 

To send His Own Son to redeem. 


Men for whom He wanted 

To remove the angel 

With the flaming sword 

Who guarded the doors of Para- 
dise ... 

Remove the angel... 

Smash the sword... 

Throw wide open 

Once more 

The Garden doors... 

This Is My Son! 

So that oncé more, 

Man could walk before His Face, 

And He could speak to him, 

Not only in the wind, 

But face to face, 

Now that man would be brother 
of His Son, 

Redeemed by Him... 

And He the Father, Creator of 
men, 

Would embrace him, 

As His Son. 


The Father spoke, 

And those who were with Him, 
Beholding the Light 

That burst forth from bones and 





Conversions Maybe 


By Thurston Smith 











Catholic Information Centre 
Edmonton, Alta.—yYes convers- 
ions maybe. It depends on you, 
on us... on all our prayers. The 
first Inquiry Forum is in pro- 
gress. Over a hundred are regis- 
tered, most of them Catholics; the 
others need our help and solicit- 
ude to see them through these 
‘twilight’ days. I know, I am a 
convert myself. 

Every Sunday and Wednesday 
night they come here for Instruct- 
ions on the Faith. Monsignor Ma- 
lone who is giving the Course is 
very informal and makes it a 
point to put his audience at ease. 
They can smoke. They can get up 
and walk out. But the questions 
they ask must be on the subject. 
So far, it has been a most sub- 
dued gathering. And I think it 
promises to remain so, with no 
hecklers as some had feared. The 
Catholics are obviously anxious 
to learn more about their Faith. 

Problems Too 


But those non-Catholics? Con- 
tinually, we of the Legion of Mary 
Praesidium, Our Lady Queen of 
the Universe, wonder if we are 
doing everything we can. Do we 
know of so-and-so who would like 
to attend if he knew about the 
Course? Would that particular 
non-Catholic girl welcome a kind | 
word ... at this moment... or| 
would another time be more op- 
portune? These are the little 
problems of conscience. | 

Even beyond them we are 
thankful for such an unexpected | 
large turnout for this fall course. | 
(Another will be given in the 
winter; think of the experience 
we will have gained by then!) But 
I wonder. Do we all realize that 
nothing is lasting without prayer? 
Do we know that as we sow, so 
we shall reap? I mean KNOW and 
ACT always in the light of this 
truth. Readers of Restoration, 





please say a little prayer some- 
time for our classes. They are the 
beginning of something big here 
in Edmonton. 
That Leaflet 

Now let me tell you about Law- 
rence White. He was getting off 
a bus when he noticed a piece of 
white paper wedged between the 
seat and its back. He took it home 
with him. On the front of it he 
read: “Can NON-CATHOLICS 
BE SAVED?”- 





I WAS HUNGRY AND YOU GAVE ME TO EAT... 
This little Indian boy was hungry when he came to Maryhouse in the Yukon. He had no mother to 


feed him. She was in jail. He doesn’t know who his father is, or where he is. But one thing he knows, 
his life, at Maryhouse everyone is nice to everyone. 


and will remember all 


always big enough to feed all the hungry people who come. 


Hoveri 


And the table is 


ng about him, like a guardian 


angel, was one of the staffworkers of Madonna House refilling his empty plate, talking to him as 
a mother should, breaking through the lovelessness and loneliness that paralyze the soul and the 
emotions of a neglected child. The staffworker was wearing a shiny cross. You could read on it the 


word CARITAS ... LOVE. 





GOD SHOWS HIMSELF 
IN BLADES OF GRASS 


By Sally Murphy 














Marian Centre, Edmonton, 
Alta.—‘“Dinner!” The magic word 
crackled over our intercom sys- 
tem, and reached me in our sec- 


|even a few windswept yellow flow- | 
lers against the wall. Now as you! 
look out the front windows, yellow | 
leaves are blowing down onto the 
grass. The Brothers Christopher | 
still stand in long lines outside | 
the door, and yellow leaves swirl | 
around their heads. | 


We Do What We Can 


Funy thing about these humble 
servants of God—grass, trees, | 
flowers. They have the power to| 
lift the human heart and spirit—| 


‘almost imperceptibly. Perhaps| 











We Are All God's 


One of our close friends, Fr. 
Thomas Rowland, of Christ the 
King parish, Balmorhea, Texas, 
writes to ask “a little prayer for 
the people of this water soaked 
land.” They are, he adds in a par- 
enthesis, “thirsty for God’s love, 
only they don’t know it.” 

“Our men,” he says, “haven’t 











ond floor office. I finished typing | they will help us in our work here. | peen able to work for the last ten 


an envelope, rolled it out of the 
typewriter,pushed back a_ few 


|Not only by keeping mud off the 
floors. Perhaps they will give some 


days, at least a fourth of our cot- 
con crop is ruined, some sections 


stray strands of hair and made my |Of our Brothers Christopher a lift,| have been isolated and have had 


way down to our Staff Dining 
Room — a bright and pleasant 
room on the first floor of Marian 
Centre. 

I was the first one there. The 
window was open just a crack. 
Standing next to it, if I tilted my 
head just a bit, I could get a whiff 


of a warm October breeze. I stood | 


j and will remind them that the) 

God who brought all these things | 
|into being is not unmindful of| 

their sorrw, their abandonment, | 
|their discouragement, their des- | 
| pair. For all living things are wit- | 
inesses to the providence of God | 
|just by their being. Maybe men | 
| will come to understand that the | 


lives of all of us at Marian Centre | 


to get food by helicopter. Just 
south of us, along the Rio 
Grande, the farmers suffered a 
total loss of crops worth $2,000,000 
not to mention another $1,000,000 
loss in equipment, homes, etc. 
Another flood crest is expected 
today in the Presidio area, but it 
can’t do much more damage, as 
the damage is already done. 


flesh, Lawrence W., not being a Cath-|there for a few seconds, inhaling | | 
bear witness to that same all-| «“gometimes we forgot there are 


talking about nursing, the need 
of love gentleness, and kindness. 
“Catherine, there are three ways 
in which we lay people can really 
touch Christ: In Communion, with 
our tongues. In our neighbor... 
through many ways and services 
to be rendered .. . and in kissing 
the hand of a priest or bishop... 
or, should we be so privileged, in 
nursing one. If you ever have that 
blessed opportunity, be sure to 
realize WHOM IT IS YOU ARE 
NURSING. Make the sign of the 
cross before every nursing service 
. .. and never forget YOU ARE 
NURSING CHRIST INDEED.” 
Life For Love 

The Jesuit had finished speak- 
ing. My- heart was so full of love 
for priests and the priesthood that 
T had to tell him so. Up I got and 
off I went and told him, as only 
children can, I guess, that I loved 
‘HIM ... and all... all priests in 
the world .. . that I would always 
pray for them . . . I promised I 
would. Then suddenly, out of the 
blue, I said something that I did 
not intend to say .. . I said, “Fath- 
er could I offer my whole... whole 
life .. . for priests, somehow?” 

He was silent for quite a while. 
Then he asked me if I meant what 
I said. Did I understand what it 
was I wanted to do? I still remem- 
ber my answer, “Yes Father, I 
think I do. If you allow me, I will 
tell Jesus that all I do and all 
that happens to me in a day... 
I will give to Him through the 
Bogoroditza (Our Blessed Moth- 
er’s name in Russian) for all the 
priests in the Church, from the 
pope down. They are all priests, 
aren’t they Father?” 

He smiled and said they were 
indeed, and went on to say that 
I could do what I wanted. So I 
have, ever since. 

Only now I know how little it 
is that I do. I wish I could do 
more. My love for priests has 
grown like a fire through all these 
. . . for priests who are 
OTHER CHRISTS TO US... 
AND OF WHOM WE HAVE 
SUCH NEED! 


Man Into Priest 


Fd - = tn within 
e encom : 
Himself 


All light. ; 

For all they saw, 

Was just a man, 

With bare feet strongly planted 
In the earth He made. 

With callused hands, 
-‘Work-used hands. 

“And shoulders and arms— 
Wide, broad as workmen have. 
Dark hair, 


And hearing the voice 

Of the Father, 

Like thunder 

That touched them 

And struck them down— 

As lightening strikes the oak, 
Prostrating it, 

A splinter on the earth... 


The Father spoke. 

The thunder passed. 

And those The Son 
Brought with Him 

Began to speak again. 

In childish words, 

They spoke of tents 

That they could put up. 
They spoke of dwelling 

On the hill forevermore. 
They did not know perhaps 
What they were saying. 
Who would, 

Having seen the humble son 
Of a carpenter of Nazareth 
Become all Light, 

And Beauty... 

Beholding flesh that 
Encompassed the Almighty God! 


Wouldn’t You Too? 
Who wouldn’t... 
Hearing Son and Father... 
Who wouldn’t 
Begin to speak as children do? 


They lifted their eyes, 

And there before m, 

Firmly planted in the earth, 
Were His bare feet. 

His young calloused hands... 
Were stretched upwards. 

And they were 

The hands they 

Had touched and knew. 

The reddish tinges 

In the dark hair 

Were familiar too— 

Where the strong sun of Palestine 
Had bleached their strands. 

The voice, strongly accented, 
Was gentle, 


“Reveal this sight 

To no man until 

The Son of Man 

Has risen from the dead.” 
Not yet understanding, 
They were. glad, 

In a way a man is glad, 
To be back 

To. things familiar, 

And to familar sights. 
Thus the Lord Almighty, 
Imprisoned in the flesh of man, 
Prepared those He loved, 
For the day of His death. 


And thus the first 


Priests— 
Beheld the fullness 








Of the Lord! 





olic, and hardly knowing what 
to make of such a question (not 
being prone to theological reflect- 
ion), read on. “Objection: It is 
well known that Catholics believe 
nobody can be saved who does not 
become a Catholic. This teaching 
in itself is enough to convince 
anybody that the Catholic relig- 
ion cannot be true... .” Flattered 
at this vindication of what he 
had really “BELIEVED” all along, 
and his curiosity further whetted, 
Lawrence W. read on. He came on 
the following: 
A Catholic Truth 

“Answer: it is a saddening 
proof of how widely the Catholic 
Church has been misrepresented 
. .. The Catholic Church holds no 
such doctrine .. . (She) teaches 
that everybody will be judged b 
God on the basis of his fidelity 
to conscience throughout life . .” 

The same leaflet stated that 
all intelligent persons believe 
that, objectively there can be only 
one true religion, and that God 
wants all men to practice that re- 
ligion. 
In this penny leaflet, “dropped” 
by some apostle on the bus, Law- 
rence picked up, willy-nilly a solid 
point of Catholic doctrine. He 
might never have found it out 
otherwise, but thanks to some 
zealous apostle, his mind is now 
better prepared for the reception 
of grace. 

Similar leaflets exist covering 
a wide variety of subjects. They 
are a valuable tool of the apostoi- 
ate and are very popular at the 
Information Centre. They take 
little time to read, make a cog- 
ent point, and adapt themselves 
in style and matter most readily 
- the modern inquirer or passer- 

y. 

Thank you, sons of St. Alphon- 
sus, who print these, and many 
more, bright little packages at 
Liguori, Missouri! 





Her Prodigal 


By Patsy O’Brian 


— 











Take this weary traveler 
(I’ve travelled far and wide) - 
That I might be thy prodigal 
Seat me by thy side. 
Wash me in His precious blood, 
And in your mantle fold me, 


Feed me on the Lamb of God 


Y/fashion and there are little signs 





And in His Image mold me. 


the precious stuff, when I noticed | 
a blade of grass pushing its way 
through the gravel just outside 
the window, on a level with my 
head. It was waving back and 
forth in the wind. How much you 
come to appreciate fresh air and 
growing things when you live in 
a city! 
City Still Building 

Marian Centre is in a city, Ed- | 
monton, in western Canada. It is} 
a friendly and unsophisticated | 
city, to be sure. But still, in a city | 
there must be buildings. In order | 
to build them, you must cut down | 
the trees and root up the grass. | 
When the buildings are finished, | 
is the time to plant grass and} 
trees again. But this time it is 
done in an orderly and planned 


around that tell you where you 
can walk. In many places in Ed- 
monton, building is still in pro- 
gress, and the time for grass and 
trees has not yet come. There are 
big patches of mud which cause 
drivers and pedestrians alike to 
mumble unrepeatable things as 
they try to manouvre their cars, 
or gooey feet, through these 
patches. 

Here at Marian Centre we are 


parishes in Edmonton, each parish 


knowing, all-loving God. 

In the meantime we do what | 
we can. We live and work. We feed | 
over 300 men every day. The| 
people of Edmonton are good| 
people. Since there are about 25 


nas its “Volunteer Day” on which 
a group of ladies come. 








doing our bit to combat the mud 
situation. Last winter (so they tell 
me, for I wasn’t here to see it my- 
self) the Brothers Christopher 
stood outside waiting for meals in 
a line which stretched from our 
front door (which is set back quite 
a ways from the street) out to the 
sidewalk. Our “front yard” was a 
sea of this strangely adhesive 
black mud, and the same expres- 
sion could be used to describe the 
stairways, halls and dining room 
floor after dinner was over at 3.30. 
There was’t much anybody could 
do about it. 
Grass Vs. Mud 

The Staff and Volunters fought 
the good fight all through the 
winter and spring. They mopped 
all the floors every day. They 
waxed and polished them a couple 
of times a week. They knelt on 
stairways and scraped caked mud 
out of the corners and cracks. But 
still the mud came. . and came. 
And so it was decided that the 
front yard would be seeded with 
grass. 

This spring, when the frost was 
out of the ground, work began on 
Operation Lawn. By the end of 
the summer there was a stretch of 
bright green grass, criss-crossed 
by paths leading to the various! 





figuses. There are a couple of 
Small trees in the yard, too, and 


lare loved . . . by many people, and 





The Young Ones Too 
Big, happy bunches of teen- 
agers seem to like nothing better 


than coming an evening each 
week to scrub our muddy floors 
and help out in any way they can. 
Earnest and cheerful seminarians 
spend their one day off every 
two weeks, cleaning windows, 
painting (and of course washing 
floors). Priests from parishes all 
over the city drop in when they 
can, for a visit, sometimes a meal 
—always encouraging us, always 
anxious to help. 

Sick people in the hospitals pray 
for us and offer their sufferings 
for our work. Catholic Action 
groups of all kinds (Legion of 
Mary, C.Y.O., Third Orders) of- 
ten meet here for Holy Hours and 
get-togethers. Business men lie 
awake at night dreaming up new 
schemes to raise money to keep 
the place going and to enable us 
to meet our next instalment at 
the bank. 

Sometimes, looking at the dis- 
couraged faces of the Brothers 
Christopher, you think to yourself 
. “You know, my Friend, you 


people in greater troubles than 
we are. We here in Balmorhea are 
almost unaware of a storm that 
hit Japan at the same time and 
has accounted for over 500 dead 
and several thousand missing. All 
these were people too, real people 
with the same loves and cares we 
have. This is part of the vision of 
the whole, to see things and at 
least to help in some way if only 
by our prayers. 

“T think that sometimes we for- 
get there are people involved in 
the things we read about in the 
newspapers, wars or rumors of 
wars, floods, fires, earthquakes, 
and calamaties of all kinds. We 
ara all God’s people.” . 


PENANCE 


By Elizabeth Fulton 














(Some time ago one of our girls 
asked if there were flies in Pales- 
tine, and if they tortured Christ as 
He hung defenceless on the cross.) 


Little fly, who made thee? 

Dost thou know Who made thee, 

Gave thee life and gave thee 
wing? 

If thou knowest, why the sting? 

Why the buzz, the flickery feet? 

Why the devilish, damned, con- 

ceit? 

O blind, persistent, unrelenting, 

Feathery, fiendish, fey, torment- 

ing 

Little fly, who made thee? 

Dost thou know Who made thee? 


Were you in that holy place; 

And did you crawl upon that Face; 
And were your kindred busy too? 
Bore He not enough for you? 
And with that Body making free, 
In those Wounds, about that tree, 
Swarmed they, busy just as thee? 
Bore He not enough with me? 


Come, thou gift of God, torment 
me. 

Let me bless the One Who sent 
thee. 

Perfect to your nature, you 

Teach me to be perfect too, 
That all His creatures in accord 





in many ways..” 


May sing the praises of the Lord. 
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CHILKOOT 


(Contined from Page One) 

In the early afternoon, we pas- 
sed the site of Sheep Camp, where 
thousands of miners spent the 
winter of 1897-1898, on their way 
over the Chilkoot. It was a city of 
tents, lying in a deep basin which 
seemed to have been scooped by a 
giant paw out of the encircling 
mountains. 

From there on to the Summit, 
four miles distant, we saw many 
remnants of the gold rush, stumps 
of trees cut 60 years ago, old 
sleighs, bones of horses washed 
white in the glacier stream, pieces 
of lumber and old crates and the 
old telephone line whose wire was 
lying on the ground or on the 
rocks. The trail was nearly invis- 
ible in the heavy brush covering 
the high flanks of this upper val- 
ley where glaciers hid all the sum- 
mits 





At 6.00 p.m. we had a glimpse 
at the sawteeth ridge of the 
Chilkoot, at the head of the val- 
ley not far distant. One hour later 
we were making camp at the last 
clump of bushes, half a mile from 
the base of the pass. 

We found there a big pile of 
lumber from an old wharehouse 
or hotel which the winter snow 
had crushed down. It was the! 
only wood we could use for camp-| 
fire. 

The next morning, while we 
were having breakfast, a huge} 





tramway, we could think of the 
74 who perished under an aval- 
anche above Sheep Camp, and of 
several others buried alive by a 
snowslide up the Scales. 
Bear With Us 

The descent on the other side 
was much shorter and easier. At 
the foot of the rockslide on the 
Canadian Side, we could see in 
the fog, the surface of CRATER 
LAKE. Another valley leading to- 
wards the interior was spread be- 
fore us, under the fog, when we 
reached the bottom of that slide. 
The last remnants of the trail 
were seen here. A house whose 
walls were anchored with rocks 
was still standing up and from 
there we could follow a wagon 
road, strewn with horseshoes, 
pieces of lumber and iron. The 
country was bare, a real desert 
and glaciers were hanging down 
all around Crater Lake. The walk- 
ing was easy and during the after- 
noon, we followed the whole 
length of that valley, from lake 
to lake, along some creeks. Only 
in the evening did we reach tim- 
berline, a mile above Linderman 
Lake, which for the goldseekers 
was the end of the trail. From 
there on, they went’ by boat 
through a chain of lakes and 
down the Yukon River to the 
goldfields. 


We had to camp another night | 
under some trees. It rained heavi-| 


ly, and the next morning, we got 
soaking wet while ‘mushing” 





Madawaska Vision 


By John Carmel 











(Inspired by the legend that. St. 
Jean de Brebeuf preached to the 
Indians in Combermere — long 
before it was generally known as 
Combermere.) 


The early morning mist had not 
belied its promise; and now, in 
the late afternoon, as the canoe 
ploughed ‘steadily through the 
narrowing waters, the sun beat 
down from an almost cloudless 
sky onto the rippling Madawaska. 

’Round a bend, the river widen- 
ed suddenly into a bay, and the 
tall Black Robe, brushing aside 
a buzzing deer fly, could see, on 
the further shore, the level green 
expanse of an Indian encampment 
dotted with wigwams and tepees. 

Mist of the Past 

“The pow-wow ground”, he 
mused, a gleam in his eyes. Un- 
consciously he braced himself for 
the all-important palaver now to 
come. As his Algonquin guide 
hauled the bark up the beach, Fr. 
Jean strode forward with his oft 
repeated prayer on his lips, “Show 





me the way, O Lord: show me the 
way.” 

The solemn introductions were 
soon over and the lengthy palaver 


|began; but the sun was fast sink- 


His heart full of joy, Fr. Jean 
gazed once more across the dark- 
ening Madawaska; and it seerned 
to him that still, on the far shore, 
moved the figure in the mantle of 
blue, and that, again, with a gra- 
cious smile, she nodded encourage- 
ment. 

“Our Lady of Combermere”’, he 
murmured, “receive my heartfelt 
thanks.” 
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850 pages of 
Oriential Spirituality 
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Morocco Leather binding 
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Liturgies, Sacraments, Offices, 
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The most beautiful and complete 
Eastern Rite Missal in English 
Black Morocco binding 
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|form... . 
|member us when and if you pan 
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One Man's Scrap— 





OLD BOOKS 
FOR SALE 








Another Man's Gold 


We still dream of ATTICS and 
BASEMENTS ... . filled with the 
“scraps” of generations that 
would indeed be pure “gold” to 
us. The other day we heard of 
such an attic and it was filled with 
crocks... Yes ...CROCKS... 
Gallon ones! And, believe it or 
not, up to ten gallon ones! Bottle 
shaped crocks were there too— 
the kind home made vinegar 
would feel at home in. . even 
though in the olden days it may 
have been used for home-made 
wine . . .keeps things cool too. 

How we need those crocks! More 
and more we are discovering that 
it is very hard to turn back the 
clock of time. Here we are be- 
coming self suficient slowly, by 
growing our own food and work- 
ing hard to process it the good old 
fashioned way because it is the 
cheapest way. And here we are 
also-hard put to buy, beg, or bor- 
row the good old-fashioned uten- 
sils that are required to do that 
“food processing in.” So if you 
have crocks of any size, shape, or 
may we BEG you to re-| 














to dispose of them? 
CROCKS AND BARRELS TOO 


If you are interested in owning 
any of the following rare volumes, 
get in touch with Mrs. Catherine 
Doherty, Madonna House, Com- 
bermere, Ont., Canada—or come 
and look them over. 


1. 


AESOP’S FABLES, revised ver- 
sion. Two hundred illustrations. 
Frontispiece engraving of lion 
and man. Published by Worth- 
ington Co., N.Y., 1890. In fair 
condition. 


. ALBUM of engravings with 


personal autographs and senti- 
ments. Published by J. C. Rick- 
er, 1861. In good condition. 


. LANGE CONDUCTEUR DAN 


LA DEVOTION CHRETIENNE. 
Nouvelle Edition. No. 1013 aug- 
montee des Exercices de Devo- 
tion a la Sainte Vierge. Pub- 
lished by Dupuis Freres, Mon- 
treal, 1923. Excellent condition, 
leather bound, gold embossed. 
Colored cameos of Christ and 
Virgin in relief on covers. 


. ANGELUS DOMINI, with Le- 


gendary Lays and Poems in 
Honor of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary, together with Introduc- 
tion. Selections in Prose, Com- 
piled and edited by a Daughter 


ing before permission to address LOVE LETTER 


bear came rambling across the| 
the assembled braves was given 


open valley, 200 feet from our of the Church. Published by the 


| through the heavy bush for miles 
Catholic Publications Society 


| before we reached the railroad and ... Where oh where are those neat 


(Contined from Page One) 





tent. We hollered and he came 
closer to have a look. We did not 
have a gun, only an axe. As we 
hollered a little louder, he turned 
around and disappeared below 
some rocks. 

The weather had _ been pretty 
god so far, but during that night 
it rained a little and the next 
morning the upper part of this 
oe, was hidden under a heavy 
og. 

Fifteen minutes after leaving 
our camp, we were in that fog. We 
climbed some ridges and found 
behind a rock the individual tents 
of two Americans who were tak- 
ing pictures for. TV. We knew they 
were ahead of us, because we had 
seen their tracks the day before. 
They were really surprised to see 
us, for they were not expecting 
anybody, especially priests on 
that trail. 

Now, we were at the camp called 
the SCALES, at the foot of the 
rockslide, which the goldseekers 
of ’98 climbed so painfully with 
their heavy packs, on the steps 


cut on the icy slope. Here, we|,.. 


found many relics of their pas- 
sing in the form of crumbled 
cabins, clean emplacements for 
tents, old stoves, tubs, lamps, 
dishes, forks and spoons, a com- 
plete blacksmith forge with ham- 
mers and pincers, a huge boiler, 
innumerable pieces of iron nails, 
screws, lying among the big 


boulders and rocks, and damp- 


ed by the heavy fog. 





After 60 Years 
Two hundred feet beyond, we 
found the famous slide, a thous- 
and feet high, made of boulders 
of all size on which were still five 
cables, rusty but in good shape 
even after 60 years. It took us over 
row, from ten to fifteen feet wide, 
an hour to climb it and to enter 


into the pass itself, which is nar- 
strewn with boulders, between 
rock walls hundreds feet high. On 
that pass were three winches 
which were used to haul up the 
heavy outfits of the stampeders. 
All over the rocks could be seen 
many remnants of the past, some 
telling a story, like the seats of 
rotten pants, an old shoe, rusty 
sleighs and pieces of iron, the big- 
gest winch still on its wooden run- 
ners. 

At noon, we were at the very 
summit of the pass. There was 
some hard snow under our feet 
between the rocks, and water was 
flowing-from it on each side of 
the pass. 

From that summit we could 
have an idea of the hardship of 
the trail in winter time, we could 
imagine that unending line of 
men struggling towards the sky, 
we could visualize those men 
working the winches of the aerial 


vouchsaved me a Sinner . 








walked four miles on the tracks to 
the nearer station. 

On that trip, we did not cover 
many miles, probably not more 
than forty. We climbed to 3,500 
feet, and although the brush was 
really a hindrance, it was not a 
difficult and arduous climb. 

We were glad to have “done it” 
and to have seen the CHILKOOT 
PASS, which, after Sixty Years, 
has become the symbol of the fa- 
mous goldrush to the KLONDIKE. 


WHITE FLAME 








(Contined from Page One) 
and thank God for the incredible, 
infinite, wondrous gift He had 
cine ee 
have seen the ope, this Pope, , , 
twice in my life... to have had 
fifteen minutes of a private audi- 


ence with him . . . to carry forever 


upon my person his blessing and 


his touch . . . to have his words to 
uphold my weakness... to carry 


the memory of-.a white flame 
tinged with the red of martyrdom 
of the Church of Silence... 
covered by the sun with the Ma- 
jesty of the Son, dressed in the 
white of sanctity! 

Saints Do Not Die 

There was not only joy and 
gratitude in me. There was also 
the realization that, in a very 
special way our Madonna House 
Apostolate, with all its past, pres- 
et, and future members. were 
also blessed by him personally. 
He mentioned them when giving 
me his blessing at the terminat- 
ion of the private audience. And 
there was the realization that we 
and all the other members of Sec- 
ren”. For wasn’t he the FOUNDER 
ular Institutes in the world are 
so specially his very own “child- 
ren”. For wasn’t he the FOUNDER 
OF SECULAR INSTITUTES ... 
THE CREATOR OF THIS DEF- 
INITE VOCATION? 

THE POPE IS DEAD ... YET 
HE WILL LIVE .. . IN MEN’S 
HEARTS ...IN HISTORY... 
AND OH HOW ALIVE HE WILL 
BE IN OUR HUMBLE HEARTS 
THROUGH GENERATIONS TO 
COME ... THE HUMBLE 
HEARTS OF LITTLE LAY AP- 
OSTLES OF SECULAR INSTIT- 
UTES... . WHO ARE HIS SPIR- 
ITUAL CHILDREN TWICE 
OVER! 

HOLY FATHER ... POPE 
PIUS THE TWELFTH ... PRAY 
FOR US BEFORE THE FACE OF 
THE GOD YOU LOVED so 
MUCH, SERVED SO WELL, AND 
SHOWED THE WORLD SO 
CLEARLY! ! 


ROLE OF PRIEST 








(Contined from Page One) 

Our Divine Saviour gave us real- 
do it in the travail of their souls. 
They are pioneers of the spirit, 
constantly engaged in making 
pathways of understanding ... 
leading to the meeting of men 
with God. New pathways over 
which generation may travel in 
years to come, . 

I see priests being men of learn- 
ing and hence of humility. Always 
ready to add new knowledge, by 
pastoral, theological, ‘sociological, 
and psychiatric love; to be ever 
more efficient in the sight of God 
... in the service of men... and 
in their own sanctification. 

I see priests as men clothing 
with their own flesh the Papal 
motto... SERVANT OF THE 
SERVANTS of GOD! 

One thing I know. . . WITH- 





OUT PRIESTS .. . THERE CAN 
NOT BE A LAY APOSTOLATE. 


the priest. At length, however, he 
stood on the hill, gazing down at 
the serried ranks below him, at 
the rows of grim, half suspicious 
faces. Not from them was inspir- 
ation to come. His searching 
glance, travelling past the gently 
flowing river, came to rest on the 
wooded slopes that rolled as far as 
the eye could see into the blue dis- 
tance. 

“T will lift mine eyes to the 
hills’, he murmured, as, spell- 
bound by the beauty of the view, 
the words of the psalm came to 
his mind. The scene seemed to 
change. A swirling mist blotted 
out the green-clad hills, and then, 
evaporating slowly, revealed the 
rocky slopes, not of Combermere 
but of Bethlehem bathed in 
clear moonlight. 

Mist of the Future 

Down a path that stood out, 
black against the snow, trekked, 
in joyous expectation, a band of 
shepherds toward a cave, where, 
in a blaze of unearthly light a 
Babe lay in a manger, hushed by 
a mother in a mantle of blue; 
while, over the distant horizon, 
led by a star, came the stately 
moving caravan of three wise 
kings, bringing from afar the 
riches of the East; and all the 
while there sang, above, choirs 
of heavenly angels, and the earth 
throbbed with its joy. 

But again, as he watched the 
mist swirl, the scene changed. The 
sparkling Madawaska now flowed 
on between banks that glistened 
with snow, and the ice crackled 
in the grip of the waters; while on 
the shore stood a few residences of 
blue and white. From terraced 
slopes and ordered gardens rose 
laughter and song, as groups of 
strangely-clad young people mov- 





ed briskly in the bright sunshine 
of a winter’s end, and a dog raced 
around for sheer delight. 

The Lady in Blue 

The priest’s attention was held, 
however, by the same figure in 
the mantle of blue. Silent and 
unseen she moved like a mistress 
among the throng, casting her 
gracious smiles on all she met. She 
turned and nodded encouragingly 
in Fr. Jean’s direction. 

Once yet again the mist swirled, 
dissolving the scene; and from 
its eddies there appeared the 
gentle slope of a green hill, up 
from which climbed a road that 
ended in a small plateau. Here 
there stood a tiny stone church, 
looking out across the Madawas- 
ka to the hills beyond. 

With a sudden start Fr. Jean de 
Brebeuf recognized the very hill 
on which he was standing. Impel- 
led by curiosity he opened the 
church doors and saw, facing him, 
a picture of himself and his well 
beloved companions. 

Lady of Combermere 

The abrupt disappearance of 
the scene jerked him out of his 
reverie. Blinking his eyes he col- 
lected his scattered thoughts and 
began his address. To his surprise 
he saw that it was almost dark, 
and that the braves. were on their 
feet ready to depart. Bewildered 
and incredulous, he saw the chief 
advance toward him; and in ut- 
ter astonishment, he heard him 
say: 
“Thou hast indeed spoken well, 
O wearer of the Black Robe. Man- 
itou has uncovered the past and 
the future to the bearer of His 
wisdom. Abide with us, Beloved 
of Manitou, and share with us 





your vision. May your people and 
mine be ever as brothers.” \ 


Peace Lives Here 

I spent a week there, Lord, en- 
joying the company of priests 
and seminarians. I might have 
said of them what the Pagans 
said of the early Christians — 
“See how these people love one 
another.” 
I wish all. the Catholics in the 
U.S.A. and Canada could have 
been with me on this trip. It 
would have broken down any pre- 
judices they might have. Yet... 
would it, Lord? I am not sure. 
“Do the Negro priests serve in 
White parishes?”, I asked in the 
seminary. 
A white priest sorrowfully 
shook his head from side to side; 
“We would be glad to send them 
everywhere,” he said, “but there 
are many white people who would 
be hostile to a Negro priest — 
especially if he were to be pastor 
of a parish in which they lived, 
or even in a parish close to theirs. 
It is tragic, but it is true, there 
are still Catholics who cannot 
tolerate any negro, even one or- 
dained as another Christ!” 

North, South, East, West 

Ah, Lord, as You and I both 
know, there are parishes in the 
northern and eastern and western 
states, and in some parts of Can- 
ada, where the same _ insane, 
satanic bigotry also exists. 

Maybe His Holiness, Pius XII, 
can soften some of these hearts, 
now that he is so very close to 
You! 

Maybe he can spread, into the 
bitter world, that spirit we know 
here in Madonna House, the spirit 
of peace and love. Pax-Caritas. It 
is this spirit I recognized in North 
Carolina and in Mississippi. It is 
this spirit Pope Pius loved and 
lived. 

The rain falls now, Lord, as I 
thought it would. It falls gently 
here, about Our Lady’s house. But 
up in the hills, I am told, it rages; 
and hail stones fall with it; and 
there is a chill harsh wind. Per- 
haps the pope’s death had nothing 
at all to do with the weather — 
and perhaps the weather has 
nothing at all to do with the way 
we feel. But it is a gray day, Lord, 
in this part of the world. And it 
is a gray day also in our hearts— 
though we know there is no death, 
and that the pope is _ forever 
happy in Your heaven. 

Pax-Caritas For All 

I heard his voice on the radio 
last night. On the N.B.C. hook-up. 
Just after the announcement of 
his death. I heard him sing the 
Pater Noster in the Mass on the 
morning of his coronation. 

“Our Father, Who art in heaven 

Four hundred million of his 
orphans pray, Lord, in these same 
words today. For him. For all the 
souls in Purgatory. And for all the 
people in the world, especially 
those most neglected and despised 
and exploited and abused — and 
those who neglect and despise 
and exploit and abuse them. 

Bring peace and love to the 
haters, through Pope Pius XII, 
God — for, it seems to me, they 
do not have these gifts of Yours, 
and so are far more to be pitied 
than those they trample on. The 
world is thirsty for peace and 
love. Let these rain down from 
heaven — to show Your joy in wel- 
coming Your son Pius to his 
eternal home. 

With much love; Your Eddie. 





nice, big and small, OAK BAR- 
RELS in which grandma kept her 
dill pickles and sauer kraut? We 
are factually praying to St. Mar- 
tha for just such barrels... Any 
in YOUR cellars? 

CHRISTMAS ... for us “‘is al- 
most here”. .. for we sure need to 
start early if we are to be ready 
to bring its joys to the children of 
this countryside. Our needs for 
that holy Feast Day are the same 
year in and year out...SOAP.. 
TOOTH BRUSHES... TOOTH- 
PASTE .... ANY KIND OF RE- 
LIGIOUS ARTICLES . . . CHILD- 
REN’S BOOKS . . . SCHOOL SUP- 
PLIES ... TOYS... DOLLS... 
CANDIES .. HANKIES . . BAB- 
OUSHKA’S ... TIES... TOILET 
ARTICLES AND OLD COSTUME 
JEWELRY ...GAMES... GIFTS 
FOR ADULT MEN AND WOMEN 
. . . SHUT-INS, and THE OLD. 
Any electrical fixtures outmod- 
ed? Any electrical appliances un- 
needed? Any old radios that clut- 
ter the apartment or house? Any 
nuts or bolts that friend husband 
does not need any more. . . Odd 
crockery? China? So called silver- 
ware? 

Anything and everything you 
do not want anymore or need... 
REMEMBER ... MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, ONT. 


CANADA. will gratefully accept. 





Co., N.Y., 1893. Fair condition. 


. AVENTURES DE TELEMA- 


QUE, LES— with added myth- 
ology dictionary, by M. Fene- 
lon. Published by Leavitt & 
Allen, 1854. Poor condition. 


. BELL’S STANDARD ELOCU- 


TIONIST — PRINCIPLES & 
EXERCISES .. . followed by a 
copious selection of extracts in 
Prose & Poetry, classified and 
adapted for reading and reci- 
tation by D. C. Bell and A. M. 
Bell. Published by Hodder & 
Stoughton, London, complet- 
ing the 188th 1000. Frontispiece 
illustrates arm gestures. Date: 
1894. Fair condition — half 
bound in leather. 


. BLEAK HOUSE ~— illustrations 


by F. Barnard. Frontispiece: 
Engraving of Fagan & Oliver. 
By Charles Dickens. John Lov- 
ell Co., N.Y. Publisher. Poor 
condition. 


. BORDER BANDITS, THE. (An 


authentic and thrilling history 
of the noted outlaws Jesse and 
Frank James.) By J. W. Buel. 
Donohue, Henneberry & Co., 
Chicago, Publishers. Fair con- 
dition. 





was 





OUR OWN WHO’S WHO 


Miss Rejeanne George, once the belle of Bellegard, Sask., 
until recently chief librarian of the Madonna House lending 
library — which goes all over Canada by mail — is now in charge 
of the laundry with its wonderful new machinery. 

She attended grade and high schools in Bellegarde, and 
graduated from Manitoba Teachers’ College, Tuxedo, Man., 
in 1954. She worked as a teacher before coming to Madonna 
House, as an organizer of Catholic Action, and as clerk and 
secretary of a bookshop. She is the daughter of Jean J. and 
Francoise Kenler George of Bellegarde. 

Miss George became a Staff Worker of the Madonna 
House (Domus Dominae) Apostolate on August 15, 1957. 











RESTORATION, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA - 


Province 





1 Year—$1.00 
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